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'hemfelues all men of haire, they cal themfelues Saltiers, 
and they hauc a Dance, which the Wenches fay is a °nU 
ly-mautrey of GambolSjbecaufe they arc notin’t ; but 
they themfelues arc o’ch’mindc (ifitbeenoc too rough 
foriome, that know little but bowling) it willplcafe 
plentifully, * 

sbep. A way ; Wce’I noneon’t; hcere lias becne. too 
much homely foolery already. I know (Sir) wee wca- 
rieyou, 

Pol, Yon wearie thofe that refrefh vs :- pray let’s fee 
thefe foure-threes ofHeardfmen. 

Ser. One three oi them, by their owne report (Sir,) 
hath danc’d before the King : and not the worftofthe 
three, but iumpes twelue foote and a halfc by th'fquire. 
Shop, Leaucyouv prating, fince thefe good men are 
plcaf’d, let them come in : one quickly now. 

Ser. Why, they flay atdoorcSir. 

tleere a Dance of twelve Satyrer, 

Pol. O Father, you’l know more of that thereafter; 
I»k not too fane gone?Tis time to part them, 

He s hraplc, and tels much. How now(fa;rc fhepheard) 
Your heart is full of fomething, that do’s take V 

Your niinde from feafling. Sooth, when ] was yon? 
And handed lone, as you doI was wont 
To load my She? with knackes; I would haue ranfackt 
The Pedlersfilken Trcafury, and haucpowr’d it 
To her acceptance: you hauc let him go. 

And nothing marled with him. JfyourLaflc 
Interpretation fhould abufc,and call this 
Yourlackc ofloue, or bounty, you were ftraited 
For a reply at leaft, ifyou make a care 
Of happie holding her. 

Flo. Old Sir, I know 
I She prizes not fuch trifles as thefe are; 

The gifts flic lookes from me, arc packt and loekt 
Vp in my heart, which I haue giuen already, 

Butnot deliver'd. O hearc me breath my 1 ife 
Before this ancient Sir, whom (it fhould feeine) 

Hath lometime loud: I take thy hand, this hand. 

As foft as Doties -jjowne, and as white as it. 

Or Ethyopians tooth, or the fati’d fiiow, that's bolted 
By tn’Northcmc blafts, twice ore. 

‘Pol* Whit followes this? 

How prettily th’yongSwaine feemesto wa/h 
The hand, was fairc before ? I haue put yououc. 

But te your proteRation: Lee me he 3 re 
What you profcfTe, 

Flo. Do, and be wjmeffetoo’c. 

Pol. And this my neighbour too ? 

Flo. And he, and more 

Then he, and men : the earth, theheaucns,and all; 

That were f crown’d the mofi Imperiall Monarch 
Thereof moil worthy ; were I the fayrefl youth 
That euermade eye fwerue, had force and knowledge 
More then was cue; mans, I would notprizc them 
Without her Loue; for her, employ them all. 

Commend them, and condcronc them to her feruicc. 

Or to their owne perdition. 

Pol. Faitcly offer’d. 

Cam. This fliewes a found affe&ion. 

Step. Bur my daughter. 

Say you the like to him. 

Per. I cannot fpcjkc 

So wall, (nothing fo welll no, normeane better 
By tb’pattenie of mine ownc thoughts, I cut out 
The purtiieofhis. 
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Shop. Take bands, a bargaine; — 

And friends vnknowne.you flialfteare witn./r 
I giueray daughter to him, and wiling- ‘ ct ° : 
Her Portion, equall hi*. 

Flo. O, that muft bee 

Tth Vertue ofyotir daughter: One being dea , 

J fhail haue more then you can dreatneof °* 
Enough then for your wonder: but com?”* 
Contrail vs fore thefe Witneffes. * 01, » 

Sbep. Come,your hand: 

And daughter, yours. 

Pot. Soft Swaiqc a-while, befeech you 

Haueyou a Father? J * 

Flo. I hauejbut whatofhim ? 

Pol. Knowcs he of this f 
Fla. He neither do’s, nor lhall, 

Pol. Mc-thinkes a Father, 

Is at the Nuptiall of his foaue, a gueft 
That belt becomes the Tabic: Pray you 0llc , 

Is not your Father gtowne incapeablc 
Of reasonable affayres ? Is lw not ftupij 
With Age, and altring Rheumes? Can he fpetf 
Know man, from man? Diipute his owns eft 3 ., > 
Ltes he not bed-rid ? And againe, do’s nothing 
But what he did, being ckildifh ? ® 

Fla, No good Sir: 

He has his health, and ampler ftfength indeed* 
Then mofr hauc of his age, 

Pol. By my whircbeard, 

You offer him (if this be fo) a wrong 
Something vnfiiliall: Reafonmy fonne 
Shotdd choofe hinifelfc a wife, but as g 00 d rnfo|1 
1 he rather ( all whofe ioy is nothing elfe 
But fairc po/lerity) ftiould hold fume council. 

In fuch a bufindle. 

Fla, I yeeid alt this ; 

But for fomeocher reafons (my graueSir) 

Which tis not fit you know, £ pot acquaint 

My Father of this bu fin effe* 

7>$L Let him know r, 

Fla He fhaJI not* 

Pah Prctheclet him. 

Flo N© f he muft not, 

Shep, Let h im (my fonne) h 5 fHalJ not need to m 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Fla, Come,, come, hemuft not: 

Marke our Central 
Pol, Markc yourdiuorce(yong fir) 

Whom fonne I dare not call: Thou, art too baft 
To be acknowledge* Thou a Scepters heire. 

That thus affirms a flieepe-hookc ? Thou, old Traitci, 
I am forry* that by hanging thee*I can 
but fhorren thy life one vveeke. And thotijreftipeet 
Of excellent Witchcraft, whom offeree muftknow 
1 he royal! Foole^hou coap'ft with* 

Ship. Oh my heart* 

PoL He haue thy beauty feratcht with briers fitma 
More homely then thy fhue* For thee (fond boy) 

If I may euer kqowrhou doft but figh, 

That thou no more flialt neuer fee this knatke(asncMi 
I meane thou (bale) wee'1 barre thee from faccetlion, 
Not hold thee of our blood, no not our Kin, 

Farre then T>mcalian off: (marke thou my words) 
Follow vs to the Court* Thou Churle, for this time 
(though full of our difpleafure) yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of it. And you Enchantment, ^ 
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Exit 


a Heardfman: yea him too, 

, ipinfelfe (but for our Honor therein) 

Tha'oi» K = Jfeuer henceforth,thou 
Vn« or „h| Latches, to his entrance open, 

T1,C h is body more, with thy embraces, 

?jwf'* d '“ i ’ > ? ,crM “ f “ thce 

M tl j puen hecre vndone; 

nr much a-fear'd: for once, or twice 
IvV0S lout to fpeakc, and tell him plamely, 

1 fLufe f am e Sun,that fliincs vpon His Court, 

T^f 1 his vifase ft orn our Cottage, but 

H' 4 f c| , a 5ike. Wilt pleafe you (Sir) be gone ? 
l0> iLu what would come of this: Befeech you 
Ifwne Rate take care: This dreamc ol mine 
0f )'° v a wake, He Queenc it no inch fartk.er, 

SlkcmyEwes,andweepe. 

\Vhv how now Father, 
sXrethondyeft 

? chet, 1 cannot fpeake,nor rhinke, 

(.'atetoknow, that which 1 know : O Str, 
fu hauc vndone a man offourelcore three, 
kat thought to fill his gr*me in q<*iet ; yea, 

T dvc vpon the bed my fatner dy de, 

Tolveclofe by hi* honeft bones; but now 
Cnfflc Hangman mufl put on my fhrowd, and lay me 
Where noPrieft fhoucis-in daft. Ob curled wretch, 
That kneW’ft this was the Prince, and wculdli aduenture 
To mingle faith with him. V ndone, vndone: 

Ifl might dye within this boure, I hauc hu d 

To die when I defire. Exir ‘ 

Ho. Why lookeyou fo vpon me? 

I am but ferry, not affear’d : dclaid, 

But nothing slcrcd ; What I was, lam: 

More ft raining on, for plucking backe; not following 
Mylealh vnWilhngly. 

Cm, Gracious tny Lord, 

Yoaknow my Fathers temper: ar this dme^ 

He will allow no fpcech : (which I do ghdte 
Youdonotpurpoleio him:) and as hardly 
Will he endure your fighr, as yet I fearc; 

Then till the fury ofhis Highnefie fettle 
Come not before him. 

Flo. I uotpurpofeit: 
l thinke Camilla. 

Cam. Euen he, my Lord. 

Per. Ho w often hauc I told you’twould be thus ? 
Howoften faid my dignity would laft 
EuctilTtwer knowne? 

Ho- It cannot faile, but by 
The violation of my faith, and then 
Let Nature crufir the fideso’th earth together, 

And marte the feeds within. Lift vp thy lookes i 
From my fucccffion-wipe me (Father) I 
Amheyrc to my affedlion. 

Cam. Ecaduis’d. 

Flo. I am i and by my fancie,ifmy Reafoti 
Will thereto be obedient: 1 hauc rcafon: 

Efnot, my fences better pleas’d with madneffe, 

Do bid it welcome. 

Cant. This is defperateffir.) 

F/o. So call it; but it do’s fulfill mvvow: 

1 needs muft thinke it honefty, Camille, 

Not for 'Bohemia, nor the pompe that may 
Be thereat gleaned: for all the Sun fees, or 
The clofe earth wombes'. or the profound feas. hides 


In vnknowne fadomes, will I breake my oath 
To this my faite belou’d : Therefore, I pray you, 

As you haue euer bin my Fathers hononr’d friend. 
When he fhail mifle me, as fin faith I meane not 
To fee him any more) caft your good counfailes 
Vpon his pafsion: Let my fclfe,and Fortune 
Tug for the time to come. This you may know. 

And fo deliucr, I am put to Sea 

With her, who hccre I cannot hold on (bore: 

And moft opportune to her neede, I haue 
-A Vcffellrides faft by, but not prepar’d 
Fortins defigne. What courfe I meane cobold 
Shall nothing benefi t your knowledge, nor 
Concernc me the reporting. 

Cam. O my Lord, 

I would your fpirit were eafier for aduice. 

Or ftronger for your neede, 

Flo, Hearke PerMta, 
lie heare you by and by. 

Cam. Hee’s irrcmoueable,’ 

Refoiu’d for flight: Now were 1 happy if 
His going, I could frame to ferue my turne, 

Satie him from danger, do him loueand honor, 

Purchafe the fight againeofdecre Sicillia, 

And thatvnhappy King, my Maficr,whom 
1 fo much thirfi to fee. 

Flo. Now good CamiUo, 

I am fo fraught with curious bufitieflc, that 
1 leaitc out ceremony. 

Cam . Sir,I thinke 

You haue heard of my poorc feruices, i'ch loue 
Thatl haue borne your Father r 
Flo. Very nobly 

Haue yon deferu’d : It is my Fathers Muficke 
To fpeake your deeds: not little ofhis care 
To haue [hemreeompene’d,as thought oii. 

Cam. Weil (my Lord) 
ifyou may pleafe to thinke I loue the King, 

And through him, what’s necteft to him, which is 
Youi gracious fclfe; embrace but my direction. 

If your more ponderous and ietled proieft 
May fuffer alteration. On mine honor, 
lie point you where you (hall Iwue fuch receiulng 
As (hall become your Highneffc, where you may 
Enioy your Miftris; from the whom,I ice 
There’s no difiunftion to be made, but by 
(As heanens forefend) your ruine: Marry her. 

And with my beft endcuours, in your abienee, 

Your difeontenting Father, ftriue toqualifie 
And bring him vp to liking. 

Flo- How Camilla 

May this (almiSft a miracle) be done ? 

That I may call thee fomething more then man. 

And after that truft to thee* ■ 

Cam. Haue you thought oil 
A place whereto you I go f 
Fh. Not any yet : 

But as th’vnihoughc-on accident is guiltie 
To what we wildely do, fo wc profefle 
Our fclucs tobethe fiaue* ot chance, and flyes 

Of euery winde that blowes. 

Cam, Thenlifttome: 

Thislollowes, ifyou will not change your purpolc 

But vndergo this flight; make tor Sicillia, ^ 

And there prefent your felfe, and your fay re Priticefie, 






































































































